Wisdom and Destiny

and draw blood, it is only because we
ourselves have shafts that we wish to
throw; if treachery can wring a groan
from us, we must be disloyal ourselves.
Only those weapons can wound the soul
that it has not yet sacrificed on the altar
of Love.

The dramas of virtue are played on a
stage whose mysteries not even the wisest
can fathom. It is only as the last word
is spoken that the curtain is raised for
an instant; we know nothing of all that
preceded, of the brightness or gloom
that enwrapped it. But of one thing
at least the just man may be certain; it
will be in an act of charity,, or justice,
that his destiny will meet him face to
face. The blow must inevitably find him
prepared, in a state of grace, as the